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New Dork Advertisements. 


INVARIABLE TERMS.—For one square 


Dollar. 
longer time than three months, 
ment—CasuH. 

ADVERTISING AGENTS. 


Philadelphia—k. W. CARR, 
Third and Dock Streets. 


GEORGE DEXTER'S GREAT PERIODI- 





eae 


latest and best periodical publications, and 
presenting the Jargest and best assorted stock 


supplied on the most favorable terms. 

feb 19-31t + 

PICTORIAL JOIN - DONKEY. — This 
publication, an extra of the regular paper, con- 
taining from fifieen to twenty-five splendid en- 





Me is issued quarterly, in the months of 


anuary, April, July, and October. &7 See 


Prospectus on last page. feb. 19-6tt 


DR. ASHER ATKINSON'S BALSAM OF 


Horehound—A remedy tor Coughs, Colds, and 
the first siage of Consumption; an invaluable 
remedy, of many years’ standing. For Whoop- 
ing Cough, this Balsam is of essential service. 
Price 25 cents per bottle Prepared and sold, 
wholesale and retail, at the Botanic Medicine 
Store, 216 Greenwich Street. feb, 19-3t* 


“Philadelphia Advertisements. 


G. B, ZIEBER & CO.’S GREAT PERIO- 
dical and Cheap Book Establishment, No. 3 
Ledger Buildings, Third below Chestnut. 
Wholesale Depot, No. 141 Chestnut, opposite 
the Philadelphia Bank. 

ZIEBER & CO. are constantly receiving the 
greatest variety of publications, and are pre- 
yvared to execute all orders for American and 
Foivign Newspapers and Periodicals, and all 
New and Cheap Books, on the most reasonable 
terms. They respectfully invite all persons 
visiting the city, and others, to call and exa- 
mine their extensive collection, where they 
will be sure to find all the dalest issues pub- 
lished in this city or elsewhere ; their arrange- 
ments with publishers in Boston, New York, 
Baltimore, &c., giving them a decided advan- 
tage over other houses in the early receipt of 
New Works. X7°AGENTS AND DEALERS sup- 
plied on the most liberal terms, and all orders 
promptly attended to. Particular attention paid 
to the country trade. feb 19-3mt 


LIFE AND EXPLOITS OF THE DUKE 


of Wellington, embracing at one view the! 


whole military career of this Illustrious War- 
rior, including a complete History of the Penin- 
sular War, with all the spirit-stirring incidents 


and anecdotes of that memorable contest. Illus- 
trated by 44 handsome engravings, 50 cents; | 


postage, 8} cents. Bound, 75 cents, For sale by 
G. B. Zieber & Co., No. 3 Ledger Buildings. 


feb. 19-1m* —_——— 


C. T, HINCKLEY, Engraver on Wood, 


of 12 lines—for first insertion, One Dollar— 
each subsequent insertion, Fifty Cents. Halfa 
square (six lines or less) at half that rate. Bu- 
siness cards of three lines, for one month, Que 
KT No advertisement received for a 
‘Terms of pay- 


New York—GEORGE PRA‘I'T, 151 Nassau St. 
Sun Building, 


cal Establishment and Publication Agency, 32 
Ann Street—Constantly supplied with all the 


fur Agents and Newsmen, who can always be | 


| LIPPARD’S WASHINGTON AND HIS 


| Generals, or Legends of the Revolution. Hand- 
| somely bound, $1 50; or $1, in paper covers. 

This work has created an excitement almost 
without a parallel, and received not only the 


Warm encomiums of critics, but the enthusias- | 


tic ccmmendations of tle press throughout the 
Union. 

It is emphatically, the BOOK OF THE RE- 
VOLUTION, devoted to the records of the 
American Revolution — which it endeavors— 
how successfully let the public determine—to 
embody in a series of vivid and original histo- 
rical pictures. It is the result of five years’ 

|labor on the part of the author, It comprises 


his researches into the Archives, Documents, | 


and Papers now hidden away in the libraries 
and closets of the Union. It also combines 


those .raditions which old men, survivors of | 


the past, have brought down to our time con- 
cerning the days of 76. 

It forms an elegantly printed volume of 500 
octavo pages, furnishing to every family, li- 
brary, and club in the Union, a book which in 
size alone contains more substantial reading 
than any periodical of the day. 

It also comprises descriptions of the follow- 


down to the present time. Complete jr, 
numbers, at 25 cents each, or $2 50, elegantly 
bound. ‘ 

‘This work gives a complete account of the 


present Social and Political Condition of 


Mexico; a view of its Ancient Civilization, a 
description of Antiquities in the Museum of 


| Mexico, and of the Ancient Remains strewn 
from California to Oajaca—which are copi- 


ously illustrated. 1t also furnishes a record of 
the author’s journeys to Tezcoco, and throug), 
the fierra caliente; a full account of the Agri. 
culture, Manufactures, Commerce, Resources 
Mines, Coinage, and Statistics of Mexico: end. 


| added to all this, is a complete view of the 


past and present history of the country—being 
more replete with all interesting information 
concerning Mexico than any work which has 
appeared since the days of Humboldt. The 
Engravings are numerous, and of the most fip. 


ished character, highly illustrating the text, and } 


adding greatly to the value of the work. 
“The author is a close observer of men and 

manners, and writes with elegance and viva. 

city. His descriptions of natural scenery, cities, 


| ruins, and other works of nature and art are } 


ing Battles:—Germantown, Saratoga, Quehee, | 


Brandywine, ‘Trenton, Paoli, Red Bank, with 


a new and minute description of the Signing | 


and Proclamation of the DECLARATION Ok 

INDEPENDENCE, 

& Co., No. 141 Chestnut Street. 
——~—— 


THE HORSE-KEEPER’S GUIDE, com- 


Diseased Horses, plain and practical] directions 
in the choice, purchase, and management of 
Horses, with directions how to ascertain the 


| Cart, and Saddle Horses. 
| V.C.S., with engravings. Price, 25 cts. Post- 
age, 3i cents. For sale by G. B. Zieber & Co., 
| No. 3 Ledger Buildings. feb 19-1m* 
| Oa a 

THE WAY TO LIVE WELL, AND TO 


| be Well while we Live, containing directions 


For sale by G. B. Zieber 
feb. 19-Im* | 


prising Stable-Management, the Treatment or | 


| good qualities, and detect the faults of Gig, | 
By James Mills, M. | 


graphic and truthful in the highest degree, 
His sketch of the history of Mexico is also a 
very useful compendium for those who cannot 


command larger works on the same subject,” ’ 


— Whig, Troy, N. Y. 


G. B. Zieber & Co., 141 Chestnut Street. 
feb 19-3m* _—— 


LOVECHILD’S NEW NURSERY STORIES, ! 


Zieber & Co. have just published the following } 
new Nursery Stories, by “ Grandfather Love. } 


child.” The object of the series is to convey 


—through entirely new versions of such old, ‘ 


familiar and popular stories, as have alway 
delighted infancy—that high moral course o 


| instruction which should always be given to 
youth, and, at the same time, by means of il!us- 
trations designed and engraved expressly for ’ 


‘for preparing and choosing Food, in regard to | 


‘Health, Economy, and Taste. By Mrs. Sarah 
J. Hale, author of “The Ladies’ Wreath,’’ 


oa 7 . M H 7 «6 . ” y } ‘ ° 
Traits of American Life,” “ Northwood,” &c. | illustrations, 


Price, 25 cents, in paper covers, 37} cents, 
bound. 


| «This work is intended to show the rich 


how they may preserve their health, and yet | 


enjoy the bounties of Providence ; and teach 
the poor that frugal management which will 
make their homes the abode of comfort.” 

For sale by G. B. Zieber & Co., No. 3 Ledger 
| Buildings. feb 19-1m* 
| poston 


| INFANT “TREATMENT, with diree- 


| tions to mothers for self-management, before, 
| during, and after pregnancy; addressed to mo- 
thers and nurses, By Mrs. Barwell. First 
| American edition, revised, enlarged and adapt- 
ed to the habits and climate in the United 
| States, by a physician of New York, under the 
/approval of Valentine Mott, M.D. Price 25 
cents; postage, 4} cents. Price, bound, 50 cts, 


| 


| 


the purpose, by our best artists, presenting the 
exact costumes of the time at which the event 


in relation is supposed to have occurred, and ) 


colored with fidelity, to form in children those 


early impressions which must cause the crea- 
| tion of a correct taste in after life. Tew 
Aladdin, or the Wonderful Lamp, with eight | 


engraved by Gilbert, Gihon, 
Brightly, Watt, Downs, &c., from original de- 
signs by Darley. 


| any part of the United States, 34 cents. 





| 


fother Goose, with eight colored illustra- 


Price 124 cents, Postage to | 


ions, by the same; 12} cents. Postage, 3} cts. | 
Robin Hood, with eight illustrations, en- | 
graved by Brightly, from original designs by | 


Darley; 12: cents. Postage, 3} cents. 


Henry Brown, a new and local story, with | 


eight illustrations, by the same; 12% cents, 
Postage, 34 cents, 


Fred Fearnaucht, a new Nautical Story, | 


with eight illustrations, by the same; 1}2 cls. | 


Postage, 34 cents, 


Blue Beard, with eight illustrations, by the | 


same; 12: cents. Postage, 3} cents. 


Valentine and Orson, with eight illustrations, | 


by the same ; 124 cents. Postage, 34 cents. 
Children in the Wood, with eight illustra- 


For sale by G. B. Zieber & Co., No. 3 Ledger | tions, by the same; 124 cents. Postage, 3} cls. 
| Tom Thumb with eight illustrations, by the 


Buildings. feb 19-1m* 


a Co 


| MEXICO AS IT 18 AND AS IT WAS, by 


Brantz Mayer, late Secretary of Legation to | 
Embellished with One Hundred and | 


Mexico. 


same; 12} cents. 


Postage, 3} cents. 

Beauty and The Beast, same price. 

Guy of Warwick, do. 

Cinderella, do. 

The Pictorial Primer, with twenty-seven 


141 Chestnut Street, Third Story — Executes | Sixty Engravings, executed in the most finish- | splendid illustrations on wood, engraved by 


any order, large or small, on the most favorable | 


terms. Specimens of the work done at this 


ed manner, on wood, by Butler, mostly from | 
Original Designs and Drawings by the Author, 


Postage, 3 cents. This 


establishment, to be seen in the JOHN-DONKEY | illustrating the Ruins, Antiquities, Costumes, | Primer should find a place in every family. It 
—and other pictorial publications. Designs/ Places, Customs, and Curiosities of the An- | is the handsomest work of the kind ever pub- 


furnished, by able artists, at reasonable rates. 
feb. 19-]m* 
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Brightly, from original designs by Croome and } 
Darley, 12} cents. 
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~~ FAUDATION EXTRAORDINARY. 


onor to the body which has the courage 
to stultify itself. We—stupid as we are— 
never dream of practicelly unsaying all 
that we have said—and though we do 
write ourselves like Doarerry—a John- 
donkey, we nevertheless conceal as much 
of our ears as possible. Not so with our free 
and independent congressmen. They de- 
spise all the restraints of reason, and the 
dictates of common sense; bray loudly and 
long, but wisely refrain from using their 
heels. 

. Honor say we to the Congress, in gene- 
ral, and to the House of Representatives, in particular. For 
what other body of men than the last would have voted a war 
to be unconstitutional in its commencement and continuance ; 
denounced the President as guilty of an impeachable offence ; 
and then very coolly made itself particeps criminis, by voting 
sixteen millions to carry on that whose commencement and 





> continuation was a high misdemeanor, if not a positive crime ? 


All the vagaries of the Parliament of Fools are as nothing 
compared to this. It was consistent in its folly at least. 
Our wise Solons care nothing for consistency, and sleep with 
folly, like Tyter did with Borrs—* two in a bed.” 

Honor then to Congress—more honor to the Senate —most 
honor to the House. Politicians frequently call it the “ Lower 
House ;” but judging by this last action, we should call it the 
lowest house, we ever heard of. Voting a large loan to sus- 


; tain an unconstitutional war is not only carrying out a prin- 
‘ ciple, but it is burying the principle at the same time, with 


the honors of war. 


COMPLAINT OF THE PUBLIC PARKS AND SQUARES. 


New York, Feb. 14th, 1848. 
To the JoHN-poNKey. 

My dear Friend: — Have you no bowels at seeing my in- 
testine disorder? Is it not enough that | have been con- 
demned to be a public butt for such a length of time, in con- 
sequence of having in my bosom the City Hall—that hetero- 
geueous compound of brick, marble, and sandstone! Afflicted 
with such a monster, for such a length of time, and trimmed 


, off with such a queer collection of buildings as the Rotunda 
, and old Alms’ House, my sufferings might provoke the pity 


; down and borne it. 


of the Board of Aldermen. But, such is not the case. Insulted 
by gas-pipes, from which little light is cast, and gassy speak- 
ers, from whom nothing luminous is emitted, I have lain me 
But now, sir, they have made a great 
mud-puddle in my middle —a circular abomination, which 
looks for all the world like a Brobdignagian wash-stand basin. 
Sir, flesh and blood could not stand it— much less a Park. 
But they are not content with that. Some vile fellow—whom 
may the king of coals and sulphur confound—proposes to cut 
off my tail, because it is shaped like a wedge —to dock me 
like a horse—the jackass! I am not inclined to create a dis- 
turbance, though there has been a great railing around me 
lor a long time; but I must protest against this. My tyrants 
know that Tam not fond of walking, having such a bad gate, 
and conclude that I shall do what they do, and lie still. They 
may find their mistake. Atall events, I wish you would take 
ny cause in hand. Either stop the fountain, or remove the 
City Hall, If the latter be pulled down, I will submit to the 
lormer with pleasure. Of the two evils, says the saw, choose 
the least. Tue. Park. 


PHILADELPHIA, Feb. 15th, 1848. 


oi: 7 
" IR:—I am disgraced, insulted, almost ruined and undone. 
0 you [ appeal for redress. Know, then, that some of your 


relations, who, in consequence of being members of the city 
government, claim to have me in their charge, not having the 
fear of you before their eyes, but moved by the instigation of 
a bray from the gas-men, have with force, &c. deposited upon 
and spread all over my lovely bosom, (under pretext that it is 
good for me,) a plaster composed of the refuse stuff of the 
gas-works. Aslam one of the “lungs,” of the city, think 
what air I have to breathe! 











——' Those sweet breezes 
That used to play among my treeses,” 





are now poisoned. My grass is smothered, my walks have 
the gravel, my plants threaten to give notice to quit, my rail- 
ings are bristling with indignation, and even my watchbox is 
sick at the stomach. The * humans” who live around me, 
are threatening to remove, for fear of disease. ‘The very dead 
| men’s bones that are below my surface are rattling with hor- 
ror. I sent to the “ Health Office,” which is but a few steps 
from me—its answer was, that it was a state Institution, and 
could not interfere with the city government. A short time 
since, some “ scoundrel” squirted some blacking on a citizen’s 
house-front near me, and the city fathers properly offered a 
reward of $1000 for his apprehension. Yet these same rela- 
tions of yours, in the exercise of their despotic power, squirt 
on me, and smear me all over in my face and bosom, on my 
sides, in front and in rear, top and bottom, and all round, 
| with the horrid nasty stuff whose vapor chokes the very dogs 
| in my region. I expect you to offer a reward of $5000 for 
| the arrest, trial, and conviction of these same connexions of 
yours. By so doing, you will continue to be, what you have 
been, a public benefactor. W ASHINGTON SQUARE. 


| Boston, Feb. 16, 1848. 

To Joun-ponkey, Esq. 

Dear Sir:—Impressed with a due sense of your august pre- 
tensions, and bowing in obeisance to your magnificent and 
| puissant strength, I appeal to you for protection. I have lived, 
| man and boy, in the city of Bosting, from beyond the memory 
of the oldest inhabitant. Conscious of a rectitude superior to 
right angles, I have submitted for a series of years to contain 
in my bosom a nasty frog-pond; and recumbent, in sullen 
quiescence, have neither repined nor murmured. ‘Though 
trampled upon during the whole year, and sent to grass every 
spring, I have suffered the blades to flourish, and the little 
boys to grow within my precincts. But fate has prescribed 
limits to our endurance, and the common lot may be—and in 
my case is—insufferable. The Goths and Vandals came down 
upon Rome one fine day, and played the mischief. Eppie 
Sarcent has been striving to annihilate me. She has ac. 
tually praised me—spoken of me lovingly. Sir, I cannot afford 
this. Nothing flourishes which this worthy spinster patron- 
izes—whilst her anger is a sure source of profit to its object. 
She patronized a tragedy, called “Velasco,” and it was 
speedily damned — she abused you, and your rack was filled 
with fodder. I wish her to cease praising me. I do not ask 
you to kick a lady; but if you would only show your heels at 
her, it might be of some service. Mere braying is of no use. 
Eppie has a forty fish-woman power of language; and from 
the superior length of her aural appendages, can bray louder 
than you. Show your heels at first; and if that won't do, for 


_mercy’s sake forget her sex, and kick like blazes. 


Bostinc Common. 


AN ECONOMICAL JUDGE. 


Judge Epmonns has hit upon the coal-saving process of 
warming the Supreme Court Room with gas. If he could 
only manage to have a meter of proper size placed within the 
bar, we think the members would be able to furnish their 
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own supply of fuel for a winter of any reasonable length. 
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THE UNTRANSLATED DON QUIXOTE. 


THE ADVENTURES OF DON KEY HAUGHTY. 
BOOK V. 


CHAPTER SIXTEENTH. 


Which is devoted to the amelioration of sewing-girls, and 
other young ladies of destitute means and correct habits. 


XIMENES, it is said, once observed to a courtier, that a child 


whose cuticle had been scorched by contact with the flame of 


burning matters, had thenceforward and for ever after a well- 


Se 


great unction the fact, that all descriptions of labor were go | 





defined and lively fear of a conflagration. The illustrious car- | 


dinal’s remark could not by any process of assimilation have 
been applied to the illustrious and chivalrous Hipateo, the Don 
Key Haucury ho Ratio GrEELE; since that pattern of per- 
fection and mirror of chivalric courtesy, although he had so 
often burned his fingers, still felt an irresistible desire to poke 
them into everything which in his honest zeal he imagined 
that he could benefit. Hence, no sooner had he somewhat 
arranged his affairs, than he started out on a benevolent mis- 
sion, to ascertain the contents of the old women’s soup ket- 
tles, and to ameliorate the condition of all unfortunate indi- 
viduals whatsoever. 

The first place at which our worthy and excellent Knight 
ventured to set his fuot, was in the house of a poor neighbor, 
who lived all alone, and took in plain sewing. The name 
of this damsel was the Senorita NipLanp ZRep, and she was 
quite comely to behold, being a buxom lass of about forty 
summers. ‘Tl’o her, therefore, after he had sat him down, the 
Knight began to discourse paternally, and lamented with 


badly compensated under that tyrannical wretch, his most : 
calculating majesty, Don Iaco, the Third, and more espe. } 
cially the labor of the sewing-girls. To him, in reply, the ' 
damsel answered as follows:— : 
* And pray, sir knight, where do you get your shirts” 
‘Where | can get them cheapest, of course,” replied Don | 
Key Haucury, somewhat amazed at a question so pre- ’ 
posterous. . 
“Very well,” answered the damsel. “Do you not know ’ 
that all purchasers are like to yourself; and that consequently 
the sellers of linen garments are obliged, in order to compete 
with each other, to diminish the prices which they pay to us 
who make up and trim the said garments? If you take a real 
nterest in our welfare, why do you not employ us to fashion ’ 
your under-garments, and pay us therefor such a reasonable 
price as will keep us from starvation, instead of giving out 
daily whinings about the tyranny and extortion of our crue! 
taskmasters! Either do this, which will afford us sensible 
relief, or cease to utter those ridiculous complaints which 


| only cause us to be discontented with our miserable lot, and 


ultimately advertise our distressed condition to all the young 
rakes in town, and proclaim to them that we are easy vic- 
tims, from our inherent vanity and our want.” 


At this speech, the Knight was somewhat nettled, and in 
his indignation consequent thereon, intimated that the easi- 
ness with which victims were obtained by the licentious, 
arose from the natural viciousness of the girls themselves. 
At this the anger of the Senorita was excited, and she seized 
the Knight suddenly by the ear, shaking it the while with 
such energy, that he was obliged to cry out lustily for 
mercy, while Simon nearly doubled himself with laughter, at 
the predicament of his chivalrous master, 
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At length, by means of mingled persuasion and apology, 
the infuriated sewing-girl released her hold; and the crest- 
fallen Knight, followed by Simon, returned to his dwelling, 
where he had that afternoon to meet and hold consultation 
with divers members of the Moral Reform Society —a collec- 
tion of knights-errant, mostly in petticoats, whose business it 
was to sympathise with rogues and reprobates, and to prove 
that the only high road to heaven lay directly through the 
gates of a penitentiary prison. 


[CORRECTED COPY.] 


We, the undersigned, find Col. Fremont guilty on all 
the counts of the indictment upon which he was tried; but, 
believing him innocent, recommend to the President not to 
enforce our sentence. 

(Signed by the officers of the court.) 





I, James K. Potk, being satisfied that Col. Fremont was 
not so much to blame in the business which brought him 
into this scrape as I was, approve the sentence of the court, 
but remit the punishment. 

JAMES K. POLK, 


President. 


Go to thunder! 
T. H. BENTON, 
Counsel for Col. Kk remonr. 


To the Secretary of War: 


Dear Sir: — To show the Department that I am entirely 
resigned to the recent decision of the court-martial, and that 
its sentence was a just one, I herewith tender said resig- 
nation. ‘ 

J. C, Fremont, 
Late Col. U.S. A. 


HIGHLY GRATIFYING. 


It is astonishing what a brave set of men our daily editors 
are. We read, a few days ago, under the “pony express 
head,” as follows: “ Highly gratifying intelligence—prospect 
of another battle with the Mexicans!” We suppose that the 
next advices will be headed something like this: “ Intensely 
pleasant—glorious and joyful news! 500 Americans killed ! 
len thousand Mexicans slaughtered!” Pleasant business 
this, editing a daily newspaper! 


John Van Buren’s Day of Judgment. 


We were a little startled the other day, on reading in the 
Herald, over the proceedings of Joun VAN Buren’s conven- 
tion at Utica, the words, * Democratic State Convention— 
THE LAST DAY.” Is it possible that Mr. Van Buren has 
formed a conspiracy with that blood-thirsty-wretch, Father 


MItter, to hurry up the Day of Judgment upon us at such 
short notice? 





A STICK ON THE STAGE. 


A lady at the Chestnut Street Opera, the other evening, 
observing that Tamas, the Arabian prisoner, seemed to have 
great difficulty in getting the music out of his mouth, her 
conipanion replied that it was no wonder it should stick—as 
it all had to come over gum Arabic. 








More Important Correspondence. 


We seem to be in high favor with the Postmaster-Gene- 
ral, notwithstanding the severe kicks we hive given him. 
Last week that accommotating functionary placed in our 
hands some very interesting letters which have recently 
passed between Governor Youne, Mr. Greevtey, THurRLow 
Weep, and Ex-Governor Sewarp. We hesitated at first 
about publishing them, and an old twinge of conscience, 
strongly resembling the gout, passed for an instant across our 
great toe. But considering that the writers of these letters 
were only politicians, after all, we have concluded that the 
interests of the country and of our publisher demand their 
publication. So here they are: . 





« Tribune Office, Feb. 17, 1848. 
“ Frienp Weev— 

“ You haven’t turned out exactly the trump I took you for, 
by a jug-full. I thought you were next to the last man to 
cave in to the TayLor abomination—myself being the last. 
But I see that you are going in with the rush, and are about 
running your craft aground. Old fellow! you’ll repent of it 
one of these days! Now go aliead! 

“ Yours in a huff, 


“ii. G” 


“ Albany, Feb. 20, 1848. 
“ My pear Ex-Governor— 

“You must be aware that we have a ticklish game to play, 
and you must try and curb your impatience until the proper 
time for exposing our plans, which cannot be until the assein- 
bling of the National Convention. That d—d headstrong 
fellow Greevey, who is so honest that he never knows on 
which side his bread is buttered, has bolted the course before 
he knew how the game stood, and we shal! have the mis- 
chief’s own work to get him back to the track again. You 
must constantly bear in mind that, unless we can pit the 
Taylorites and Clayites against each other, and get up an 
irreconcilable quarrel between them, there is no chance for 
you. Things are all working right now, and I think that 
the result will not fail to be such as we desire. But, be on 
your guard, and answer no questions. Go in for CLay strong, 
on all occasions. 

‘“‘ Yours very devotedly, as ever, 
“THURLOW W—.’ 


, 


“ Albany, Feb. 22, 1848. 
“ My pEAR GREELEY— 

“Don’t fly out so about my little harmless gasconade on 
the war. You know we have got to go in for CLay until the 
National Convention, and you know he approved the war 
quite as strongly as I did, and even expressed a wish to — 
a Mexican —which I have no desire for doing. So keep cool, 
mv respected anti-renter, or you will have to back out your 
cart in a very awkward manner. 

“ Yours, 
“Joun Youna.” 


« Auburn, Feb. 20, 1848, 
“ Dear GREELEY— 

“Compose yourself, my dear friend, if it be possible. You 
may be as decided as you please against General Taytor, 
but don’t commit yourself too strongly for Mr. Clay. Who 
knows what may happen? 


“ Yours very truly, 
“Wm. H. Sewarp.” 





RECIPE TO GET UP 1N THE WORLD. 


Imbibe spirits. You may get much higher than you have 
any idea, before you get down. 
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POEMS OF PROGRESS. 


THE WHEELBARROW. 


I'll sing you a ditty, your feelings to harrow, 

To curdie your blood and to simmer your marrow, 
About Tommy Top and his fine, old wheelbarrow. 
Yer she goes, as nobody hnows. 


Tommy Top was a fellow as straight as an arrow, 

His shoulders were broad and his nostrils were narrow, 
And Tommy, he bought him a fine, old wheelbarrow. 
Yer she goes, a-splashin yer hose. 


As blithe in his heart as a jolly cock-sparrow ; 

As light as the foam on the waves of the Darrow, 
Tommy Top carried trunks on his fine, old wheelbarrow. 
Yer she goes, right over yer toes. 


One day, in a lane that was dirty and narrow, 
T'op came on a feminine pig and her farrow, 
Who laid in the way of his fine, old wheelbarrow. 
Yer she goes, like the wind what blows. 


Out came an old woman, whose name was O'Hara, 

And she said—* Misther Top, now do that av yez dar, oh!” 

“ What!” says Top, gripping tightly his fine, old wheel- 
barrow. 

Yer she goes, take care of your clothes. 


* Run over my pigs ;” answered Mrs. O’Hara— 
“Oh, the divil!” says he, and right over the farrow 
Tommy trundled remorseless his fine, old wheelbarrow. 
Yer she goes, right over yer nose. 


Oh, dire was the act to poor Mrs. O’Hara; 

To harrow her marrow with loss of her farrow ; 
In the alley so narrow with that old wheelbarrow. 
Yer she goes, as yer may suppose. 





THE LOCOMOTIVE, 


Bring forth the engine ; hitch the cars; 
A road is made unto the stars— 
Let us straight the iron path use ; 
Take at once an extra horn 
Of the sparkling juice of corn, 
And bid farewell to Netpy Marruews— 
By our sorrows sanctified, 
On this ’ere air line take a ride. 
Cowards only fail or falter ; 
Changelings only shrink or alter; 
Traitors only pause or falter ; 
True men to their country votive, 
To the heedless, gaping crowd, 
Cry with voice like trumpet loud— 
“ Ye crowd the track! Stand ye back! 
Clear the track for the locomotive !” 


Oh! see you not the engineer 
Who stands alone devoid of fear, 
Paying honor unto my kink; 
Ready he to bid adieu, 
Unto me, or unto you— 

Yea! even unto E. A. Duyckinck— 
Who's “a gentleman of wealth, 
A writer only for his health.” 

MatTuews is no silly schemer; 

Duyckincxk is no idle dreamer; 

Each, a real ocean steamer, 








To his country only votive, 

To the heedless, gaping crowd, 

Cries, with vo'ce like thunder loud— 

* Ye crowd the track! Stand ye back! 
Clear the track for the locomotive !” 


Behold, our greatest Yankee bard, 
Who toils so long and toils so hard, 
Laurel crowns and cash to gather; 
See his works, stupendous quite, 
Copied wrong, on “ copy-right ;” 
Made to make a rumpus—rather ; 
Solid are they, prone to keep, 
And sure provocatives to sleep. 
“ Copy-right” must make a pother; 
* Copy-wrong” creates a bother ; 
Copies he from one and t other ; 
Makes each author to him votive; 
While he cries unto the crowd, 
In a voice quite earthquake loud— 
* Ye crowd the track!) Stand ye back! 
Clear the track for the locomotive!” 


Then come at once, the moment suits, 
Get on the cars, and ‘‘ Go it, Boots!” 
Come, escape Manhattan thick ills— 
Horrman’s learning, MartrHews’ fun, 
DuyckKINck’s wisdom, Paice’s pun, 
And the ponderous wit of Nicuots— 
These are with us on our way ; 
Who from such wits would like to stray? 
Horrman wrote for “ Yankee Doodle ;” 
P begins both Paice and poodle ; 
Nicuots is the queerest noodle, 
Ever made to folly votive; 
Let not then the silly crowd, 
Cry with voice both strong and loud 
“We crowd the track! Stand you back! 


Go to grass with your locomotive!” 


Coney Island to the Rescue. 


The legislature of Coney Island, at its last meeting, in the 
old shed on the south beach, adopted an unanimous resolution 


—ayes 1, noes 0 —that Henry Cray is the first and last | 
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choice of Coney Island. Hon. Joun Smiru presided over the } 


caucus, which was addressed by Messrs. Joun Situ, J. 


Smiru, and Smiru, in speeches of uncommon power. Gene- } 
ral JouN Smiru was appointed Delegate to the National Con- 


vention, with Joun Smiru as alternate. 


PRETTY GOOD FOR A DUTCHMAN. 
At the recent dedication of St. Paul’s German Lutheran 


Church, in Philadelphia, we see it stated that “ Brerrer’s » 


Band was in attendance.” We suppose that the object of } 


the “ band” was to bind up the dissensions in the church. 





TWO TOO MANY. 


An Irish cook, hearing the lady of the house at dinner ask } 
her husband to bring Dombey and Son with him when he ; 


came to tea, laid two extra plates on the supper-table for the 
supposed visiters, 





FIXED. 


The New York Evening Post says, that “Joun Van Bu- } 
REN has fixed himself in New York City.” His recent pro- } 
ceedings at Utica have fixed him, undoubtedly —and in 4 } 


very bad fix. 


PP LPP PL PL 








PAAR nn nn ee ee eee ee ae 
EE a ae a aa ee a 


LXLPPLPLP_P_P™—P™—P>—O~PP>—O>~—O—O>_—>_™_HOOLO___OLPL OL 


~ 





n the 
ution 

last 
r the 
H, J. 


rene- } 


Con- | 


eran § 
‘ER’S ) 
ct of » 


- ask 


n he } 


r the 


wee 





. —-~ AAA AALP ALAA ALAA ALA LO 
AAA AA ERR ~ —~ V— eee eee en ee ee eee eee 


RAPALA 


mn nnn nee * 23 20 8 0808000 0 OO 050 Es Sl hl —lheoi— ni aan 





THE JOHN-DONK EY. 








151 





—————— 


CARTOONS FOR THE ENGLISH HOUSE OF COMMONS. 
REJECTED BY THE COMMITTEE. 


The third of our designs needs no commentary, for who has not heard of fox-hunting priests, tyrannical deans, licentious 
prelates, and all the other fungi which are the natural growth of a law-established church, and the glory of 





BRITISH CHRISTIANITY. 








Fashionable Boarding-School for Young Ladies, 


The subscribers beg to give notice to the fashionable citi- 
zens of New York and vicinity, that they will open their | 
new and magnificent establishment for the education of 


Elegant Young Ladies, 
on the Ist of April next, at the splendid, romantic, and retired | 
BELLE MONTAIGNE SEMINARY, 


which has been rewhitewashed and a new picket-fence con- 
structed around it during the vacation. | 

At this institution the morals and shoulders of the young | 
ladies entrusted to its care are of the most straight-laced de- 
scription, and a young and handsome clergyman is kept on 
the premises to see that no improper connexions are formed 
by the pupils. A Parisian milliner and modiste has also been 
engaged, who will attend to screwing up the patent waist- 
compresser every morning, and teaching the art of bowing 
gracefully without bending the backbone. The health of the 
pupils will of course be the first care of the proprietor and 
matron of the Seminary: but all curvatures of the spine, 
corns and consumptions, are at the risk of the owners. 

The course of instruction in this institution is very full and 
varied, and is as follows. 


First Class. Terms. 
Walking in tight shoes without limping, - + $200 
Polka and the French conversation book, = - . 250 
The piano, as far as the Bohemian Girl, Quadrilles, 
with ballad singing to match, - - - 300 
Opera singing, with Italian and the exhibition of 
the Globes, - - - - - - - 350 
Small talk and flirtation, complete, - - - 6500 








tt eee 


A choice library, consisting of all the modern novels, in- 
cluding Sue, Dumas, and Reynolds, with carefully expur- 
gated editions of Paul de Kock, is at the disposal of the pupils, 
for which a slight charge will be made. 

It is hoped that, by strict attention to their business, Mr. 
and Mrs. MaKevapy will be enabled to impart entire satis- 
faction to anxious papas and ambitious mamas who may 
be induced to place their children under the protecting wings 
of the Belle Montaigne Seminary, and parents may depend 
upon receiving their daughters perfectly qualified to make a 
good man miserable through life, to run away with the coach- 
man, or havea liaison with a French Count. 

P.S. Young ladies are expected to bring their spoons (not 
lovers), towels and bed-linen with them, and to leave their 
modesty and several other things behind them. Address 

Mr. and Mrs. MaKE.apy, 
Belle Montaigne Seminary. 


References. 


In New York.—Rt. Rev. Bishop OnpERDoNK, 
Rev. J. N. Marritt, 
Phe AnpRew Jackson ALLEN, 
Rev. J. B. Govan, 
Hon. Rozerr H. Morris, 
Hon. Joun Donkey. 
In Philadelphia.—Rev. Brimstone Furnace, 
Hon. Junce Parsons, 
Rev. Rocer Rocers. 
Editor True Sun. 
In Boston.—Rev. Orestes A. Brownson, 
Rey. R. Watvo Emerson, 
Mrs. Betsey Wriaut, 
Miss Eppie SARGENT, 
Hon. Danie. WessTer. 
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JUVENILE DEPARTMENT. 


LESSONS FOR VERY YOUNG PERSONS. 


LESSON NINTH. 
Your teach-ers oft-en make you speak piec-es in school. If 
#0, be ver-y care-ful in the se-lec-tion of your piec-es, or the 


boys may laugh at you, and your friends feel a-sha-med of | 


you, as Har-ry Bep 1n-Ger’s friends were of him. Hold up 
your heads. Speak loud and plain, Do not be a-fraid, for no- 
bod-y wants to hurt you. Pay par-tic-u-lar at-ten-tion to ac- 
tion, for in this el-o quence con-sists, Al-ways suit the ac-tion 
to the word. ‘Thus, when you say “sink,” sink your bod-y a 
little; when you say “ swim,” make mo-tions with your hands 
and arms like a frog does with his fore-legs; and when you 
say “dic,” come as near dy-ing as you cou-ve-ni-ent-ly can. 
But do not stamp on the floor like Sot-o-mon Downs; nor 
throw out your arms like Bin-ty AL-LeN; nor swell your- 


self like 'om-my Bent-oN; nor try to be com-i-cal hike Par | 


‘T'ompe-K1Ns; nor make fa-ces like JoHN- NY CRIT-TEN DEN; 
nor make an ass of your-self, gen-er-al-ly, like Jack PEN-DLE- 


ron—but like your play-mate, that fine lit-tle fel-low, Har-ry | 


Ciay, be grace-ful, dig-ni-fied, im-pas-sion-ed, sen-ti-men-tal 
and fas-ci-na-ting. Then all the la-dies will think you lit-tle 
loves, and want to kiss you; and all the boys a-round will be 
dy-ing with en-vy, that the la-dies did not make them-selves 
ri-dic u-lous on their ac-count, too. Mind these di-rec-tions, 
and who knows but what you may be as great an or-a-tor as 
Sen-a-tor Foorg, though you will nev-er be as learn-ed. 


LESSON TENTH. 
i hope, my dear boys, that you al-ways o-bey your pa-rents; 
and not on-ly your pa-rents, but al-so your mas-ters and teach- 
ers and un-cles and aunts and grand-fath-ers and grand-moth- 
ers. Let me tell you a-bout Da-vy Wit-mor. Now, Da-vy 
was a lit-tle boy, a ver-y lit-tle boy, who liv-ed with his do- 
ting grand-moth-er. At first, he be-ha-ved pret-ty well, and 
his grand-moth-er lov-ed him, and pet-ted him ver-y much. 
But Da-vy took to play-ing with naught-y boys, and Jearn-ed 
bad hab-its. Ile grew worse and worse ev-er-y day, till at 
last he turn-ed thief. One day he went and stole a lit-tle 
can-non which made a loud noise, from a |it-tle col-or-ed boy 
cal-led Black Dan. His fa-vor-ite com-pan-ion, a bad lit-tle 
fel-low cal-led Joun-ny Van Bu-ren, brought the can-non 
home to his grand-moth-er’s house, and be-gan fi-ring it off at 
the great-est rate. His poor grand-moth-er was fricht-en-ed 
al-most to death, and ex-pect-ed ev-er-y min-ute that the 
house would come down up-on her head. So she cal-led out 
as loud as she could to Da-vy, and told him to car-ry the 
can-non right back to Black Dan, or throw it into the Rio 
Gran-de, a riv-er which ran at the low-er end of the yard. 
But Da-vy did not mind what she said, but com-menc-ed 
ti-ring the can-non off worse than ev-er. So the next morn- 
ing she or-der-ed Da-vy to pack up his things, and quit the 
house. Da-vy was o-blig-ed to do this, though he did not like 
to leave the nice things which his grand-moth-er has for good 
chil-dren; and now, poor boy, he has no home to go to. 
He has slept with Joun-ny Van Bu-ren ev-er since; but 
JouNn-Ny can-not keep him al-ways, and what will be-come of 
him I can-not tell. 
Now, you see, my lads, to what straits dis-o-be-di-ent boys 
are brought.’ Re-mem-ber Da-vy, and a-void his fate. 


LESSON ELEVENTH. 

Lit-tle boys should a-void bad com-pan-y, or they may get 
sick, and be o-bli-ged to take ver-y nas-ty phys-ic. Pay great 
at-ten-tion, while [ tell you all a-bout lit-tle Joun-ny Van 
Bu-ren. Jonn-ny was a wild lit-tle boy, who had been well 
brought up, and sent to school at Al-ba-ny, where he learn-ed 
all kinds of things, from Mis-ter Cros-wett, who kept a 
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great school there — the Re-gen-cy Sem-i-na-ry. But Jony. 
ny, though he was cau-tion-ed re-peat-ed-ly, would go and 
play with a par-cel of ne-gro boys; and in con-se-quence, he 
got the mea-sles, and there was a nas-ty break-ing out all 
o-ver him, es-pec-ial-ly from his mouth. His tongue was yer.y 
foul, and he got rid of a great deal of bile. So at last his pa- 
rents were o-bli-ged to send for Doc-tor Branp-retH, who 
gave him ev-er so man-y pills. Jonn-ny cri-ed and kiek-ed, 
and cre-a-ted a great deal of fuss, and de cla-red that the 
med-i-cine was nas-ty, and he would not take it. But his pa- 
rents knew it was good for him, and they made him swal-low | 
the whole dose, and he was so sick. And when Jouny-ny got |; 
well, his fath-er took him, and spank-ed him sound-ly, and 
told him if ev-er he went and play-ed with ne-gro boys and 
Mas-ter Cas-si-py, and such peo-ple, he would get spank-ed 
a-gain. And then he sent him tv bed with-out an-y supper, 
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Bu-REN. 


EXPLANATION BY REQUEST. 


Some of the old fogies are making a post-mortem exami- 
nation of a defunct periodical calle’ * The Aristidean.” The 
literary executioner—we beg pardon—e.eculor of that la. 
mented (by him) journal, has requested us to give the real 
cause of his bantling’s untimely decease. The opiate which 
set it to sleep forever, was in the shape of a small article by 
Cornecius Martuews, a sort of introductory puff to a paper 
by Mr. Murvocu. The article in question was only seven 
lines in length; but such was its effect, that the work never 
held up its head after, and Mr. Murpocn was, no doubt, 
driven from the stage, in consequence. Nor did its awful 
effects stop here. It killed the literary reputation of the 
editor of the Aristidean, who will never be known in the 
literary world—poor young man! until Cornetivs Mart- 
THEWS is forgotten. As no one who has ever read anything 
written by the author of “ Puffer Hopkins” can forget it or 
him—you cannot physic a dog twice—the chances of Mr. 
Enautsu’s literary resuscitation are infinitely remote, and infi- 
nitesimally small. We might perhaps be tempted to bestow { 
our pity on Mr. Enatisn, thus cut off in the greenness of his 
literary youth; but what excuse could we make to our con- 
sciences, for extending our sympathy to a man who had de- 
liberately and diabolically printed, in a living periodical, a 
production of Cornetius Mattuews ? 


SAVING CARRIAGE HIRE. 


The lady of a fashionable millionaire, who owns a sofa at 
the Opera, was quite shocked, the other day, at her husband 
proposing to let Jonn the drayman, at the pork-store in Front | 
Street, hitch his horses to a cab, and drive the family to the / 
Opera. She declared it wasn’t half so aristocratic as going 
in the omnibus, although it was a little less expensive. 


COUNTERFEIT COIN. 

Some ingenious rascal has recently discovered a process 
for making counterfeit American eagles in a manner so per- 
fect that they passed unsuspected at the Mint. Won't he 
have the kindness just to fix over our tin sixpence ? 


TALKING OF NOSES. 


A story is told of our friend Futver, of the Evening Mir- 
ror, which may be true, or may not. It appears that once on 
a time, FuLLER was a schoolmaster; and one day, when lec- 
‘turing on noses to his class, he said, stroking his own pro- 
boscis with exquisite self-complacency : — “ This is a perfect 
specimen of the aquiline.” 
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WAITING FOR A BITE. 
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Mynkeer Calhoun.—NotttnG BITE YOU DERE, Lupwic! 
Mynkeer Cass.—Naw. 
Mynhecr Calhoun.—WELL, NOTTING BITE ME HERE TOO. 
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LATEST FROM BELOW. 


Our express pony Barak has just arrived overland from 
city of Onowemustntmentionit, in Kingdomcome, bring- 
ing us most important intelligence, which we hasten to lay 
beiore our readers several days in advance of our cotempora- 
ries, Our * personal intelligence,” for which we are indebted 
to Cerperus & Smirn’s Infernal Times, is particularly full 
and rich. 

Old Asop was busily engaged in preparing a new edition 
of his well-known fables for the infernal press, with copious 
additions and comments, adapted to the war in Mexico, and 
the private opinions, publicly expressed, of Old Rough and 
Ready. Zieser & Co. and GeorGe Dexter, will have this 
work for sale, as soon as it can be reprinted ou this side 
Avernis. 

Dr. JoHNSON was re-writing his Lives of the Poets, and sub- 
stituting the name of Pog, for that of another of his Savace 
heroes, — Without, however, making any material change in 
the text. He has also on the anvil a new and splendid edi- 
tion of his Walking Dictionary, dedicated to the B’hoys, and 
containing all the new and rich contributions to our language 
from the Bowery—and nothing else. It was whispered, also,4 
that the Doctor was writing anonymously for the Brimstone 
Quarterly, which had been for some time engaged in cutting 
up and quartering the poems that had been damned on earth. 
As may be supposed, the review was in very bad odor. 

A court of inquiry had been ordered to sit upon General 
Pittow, who was killed at Churubusco, Molino del Rey, and 
several other places. ‘The court is to be composed of Gene- 


> rals HARRISON, ALEXANDER and Ca#sar, Emperors Napo- 


LEON and CHARLEMAGNE, and the Duke of Wellington—if he 


, arrives in time. ‘The Judge Advocate has publicly stated his 
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belief that General P. will be able to get off Scorr-free on 
most of the charges—but doesn’t see at present how he is to 
get over the ditch. 

There are great projects of annexation going on in the 
Infernal Central Republic. Purgatory had already applied 
for admission as a territory, and significant hints had been 
thrown out that Fiddler’s Green was about to follow to the 
same tune. ‘I'he Administration had sent Mr. Trisr to the 
Devil, with instructions to treat him—as he deserves. 

General Jackson was uneasy, and had written several let- 
ters to his friend Colonel Benron, on the subject of the war, 
and advising a vigorous prosecution of it. ‘These letters, 
however, through the culpable neglect of the Devil’s own 
Postmaster-General, had fallen into the hands of Mr. Rircuie, 
and had made their appearance as leaders in the Union. 

By this arrival, came a special messenger from the court 
below, bringing despatches for Mr. Cray. He appears to 
have stayed over night in Philadelphia, (as we should judge 
by the columns of the North American,) and then pushed on 
immediately for Washington, where the Hero of Ashland has 
been sojourning some days. 

Mr. Watters was about making arrangements to establish 


} a daily journal, on a broad and substantial basis, on the plan 


of the New York Herald. Mepuistropuites and Martin Lu- 


THER Were spoken of as its leading editors; and contributions 
were expected from several other distinguished wits and 
authors, who have been damned any time during the past 
two thousand years, 

A new free banking law has recently been adopted in In- 
fernum, modeled after the laws of New York and Pennsyl- 
vania. This movement had created great fluttering among 
the ducks, many of whom were limping off very lame, yet 
making True speed. 

Great excitement had been produced in the upper circles, 


of exhibition, known as the ‘* Model Artistes.” So shocked 
were the inhabitants at these impure spectacles, that the very 
atmosphere turned blue. In short, Hell blushed at them. 
The miserable wretch who introduced them had been banish- 
ed to Fiddler’s Green, and set to skinning coons for General 
Jackson’s breakfast—the old hero never consuming less than 
a dozen at a meal. 

A new and magnificent church had just been erected in 
Broadway, at an expense sufficient to have kept all the pau- 
pers above ground, in food and clothing, for a twelvemonth. 
Down there they think nothing of such things. 

The celebrated JouN Smiru had been arrested and con- 
victed, on a charge of stealing an umbrella, and sentenced 
to the Blue-Blazes Penitentiary for life. No sympathy was 
expressed for the hardened wretch. 





MOVING APPEAL. 

{Our old friend Ten Recimenr Bit, makes a strong ap- 
peal in his private note to us: which we have inserted for 
the benefit of whom it may concern. We heartily hope that 
his very reasonable request will be complied with. ] 


Dear Mr. Donkey: —I wish you would use whatever in- 
fluence you may possess with my tormentors in Washington, 
to induce them to either set me on my legs respectably, or 
knock me on the head at once, so that I may not actually die 
of emaciation in this lingering torture. Do ask your friend 
Mr. Previous Question, to come forward at once, and put 
me out of misery. 

Yours, in suspense, 
Ten Reciment Bit. 


Our power is very limited in the matter. Our poor Bitt 


_has our ears, but we cannot answer for the eyes and nose. 


Rare Chance for Politicians. 


For sale or barter—An official editor, perfectly capable of 
doing up the Presidential lying, making his master ridicu- 
lous, and running of errands. He will bring a character from 
his last owner, who has no further use for him, being about 
| to retire to private life. Apply, through the Washington 


Union, to 
JAMES BUCHANAN. 


DUEL PREVENTED. 


It was rumored in Washington, a few days since, that a 
duel was expected between the Hon. Witmor Proviso and 
the editor of the Union. It was promptly put a stop to, how- 
ever, by the disinclination of the parties to fight. 


For Sale — A Bargain. 


Two horsemen, who might have been seen at the close of 
a dark day in November, riding slowly through the first chap- 
ter of Mr. James’s last novel. They are parted with for no 
fault—the owner having no further use for them. 





A MISTAKE. 


Some of the papers state that General P1LLow was “cut 
down” at the battle of Molino del Rey. This is a blunder. 
It was his dispatches that were cut down. 


ALMOST A SAINT. 








by the introduction of a demoralizing and licentious species 


meen 


Horace Greevey we have always thought a good man, 
| but since his recent dispute with the Herald concerning cir- 


| culation, he has become a better. 
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JOHN-DONKEY’S VALENTINE. 


A HARD CASE. 


Our eastern advices bring us intelligence that ABeoTT 
Lawrence, the great Boston Philanthropist, has been reduced 
to the very verge of bankruptcy by his numerous and untold 
charities, and that he was actually obliged, a short time ago, 
to give three per cent. a month for money to pay his sub- 
scription to the Feejee Mermaid Destitution Society. At this 
rate, Mr. Lawrence, after having done so many acts for the 
benefit of others, may be compelled to take the benefit of the 
act on his own account. 


Dress makes the Man. 

Some of our stupid cotemporaries, who do not sufficiently 
comprehend cause and effect, grumble because one WILLIAM 
TomPKINs, a volunteer, who fought his way bravely from 
Vera Cruz to Mexico, is now in this city, ragged, penni- 
less, pensionless and deprived of an arm. But they should 
have recollected that WiLL1AM is not of the first circles, and 
dresses in the common clothes of a private soldier. ‘ Dress 
makes the man and want of it the fellow.” Had he worn 
blue broadcloth and epaulettes, he would have been feasted 
and feted; as he is ragged, he is neglected and starved. The 
mass of people suppose that since many meritorious men are 
officers, all officers must be meritorious men; and because 
some rascals are private soldiers, every private soldier must 
be a rascal. A piece of ingenious reasoning, it strikes us, 
only to be paralleled by that of our neighbors, the Philadel- 
phians, who, because every fashionable man wears one of 
Georce W. Waro’s scarfs about his neck, infer that every 








one who wears one of Warp’s inimitable neck-ties must be | 


a fashionable man. 


A CAPITAL JOKE. 


The Pittsburg Commercial Journal says: “The Model 
Artistes did not perform last night, owing to the non-arrival 
of their wardrobe.” They were not so backward in New 
York. Although they were equally unfortunate in respect 
to the non-arrival of their wardrobe, they performed notwith- 
standing, to delighted audiences. 





| 


|| —were compelled to desert me. 





ee 


GREAT SUCCESS OF BRANDRETH’S PILLS, 





THE CROWNING TRIUMPH! 
JOHN VAN BUREN’S CERTIFICATE! 


jig following certificate, voluntarily sent to Dr, Bran. 
DRETH, by a grateful and relieved patient, speaks for 
Let the afflicted read :— 


“Utica, February 18th, 1848, 
‘‘To BensamiIn BRANDRETH, M. D. 


“Dear Sir:—For upwards of two years past, I have been 
afflicted with a complication of humorous diseases, closely 
resembling hydrophobia, among the leading symptoms of 
which has been a terrible breaking out at the mouth, which 
defied the skill of my family physician, Dr. Croswett, and 
seriously endangered the constitution. I sought every where 
in vain for relief—having, as a last resort, taken a large dose 
of Youna Physic, in the fall of 1846, which, so far from prov- 
ing of the slightest benefit, struck in, and produced such fatal 
consequences, that my life was considered in danger. My 
appetite was gone; | had frequent spasms of delirium and | 
raving, and the foulness of my tongue increased to such an/ 
alarming degree, that my best friends—even my own father/ 

This disease was the more/ 
remarkable, as nothing of the kind had ever been known in 
my family, whose mouths have never been afflicted with any 
breaking out that could be made any thing of. 

“In this lamentable state of things, I fortunately came un- 
der your beneficent treatment, the results of which have been 
truly surprising, and little less than miraculous. Upon taking 
the first pill, favorable symptoms began at once to make 
their appearance; and only two days ago, the ‘crisis’ of the 
disease passed, when an incredible quantity of highly offen- 
sive matter came from me, since which time I have been 
comparatively easier, and expect to become entirely restored 
to my friends and my former ‘state,’ in a short time. Feel- 
ing that I should not be doing my duty to my fellow-citizens, 
(a consideration. as you will see from my late speech, always 
of paramount importance with me,) if [ withheld my case 
from the public, | have sent you this hastily written acknow- 
ledgment, with full permission to use it in any way you 
please. “Your patient, 


“JOHN VAN BUREN.” 


itself. 





Principat Orrices for the sale of the above Pill: — 


New York—B. Branpretu, Broadway ; 
Albany—Epwin Croswe tt, Argus Office ; 
Philadel phia— ; 
Washington—T. Rircuig, under the Senate Chamber. 
General Traveling Agent for the Northern States — Hon. 
Joun A. Drx. 


N. B.—These Pills are an admirable specific for all intes- 
tinal commotions; and among the Doctor’s other distinguish- 
ed patients, he begs to mention particularly the Great Whig 
Party, which is now under his treatment for this disease, 
with an encouraging prospect of a speedy dissolution. 





NO WONDER. 

It is stated that a convention of lawyers recently assembled 
at Cincinnati, and that no pockets were picked during their 
session, nor did they quarrel among themselves. That they 
did not quarrel is not at all wonderful. Clients quarrel, not 
lawyers. But the story about the pockets is rather apoc- 


ryphal, and is only to be credited, by inferring the entire ab- 
sence of spectators. 
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Gistorical Sacts.—No. 3. 
ABOU'T BOOTS—AND SO ON, 


Presuming that the world has never been informed how 
Perer T'WIDDLE got his new pair of boots, under difficult cir- 
cumstances, and wishing that Perer’s ingenious genius 
should be known and appreciated, “ I take my pen in hand to 
inform you of the same.”’ , 

PereR T'wiDDLE was a nice young man, about eight and 
twenty, or thereafter, who wore his red hair parted in the 
middle, sported solemn black, and decorated his neck with a 
neckcloth of immaculate tie and Christian whiteness. Add 
to this, eyes of the color of a mackerel’s belly—a steady and 
solemn gait, and a cloak of sanctity and p:ous unction extend- 
ing from about three inches above his head to the ground. 
Put this in your mind’s eye and you will see him, at once. 
It may be proper to add, that goodness and honesty was 
everywhere inside of Perer, with the exception of that part 
of his person lying between the crown of his head, and the 
soles of his feet. 

Perer, once on a time, visited the city of Philadelphia. 
He put up at Jongs’s Hotel, and to save trouble, entered his 
name as—"* Rev. Perer ‘T'wipopte—New York City.” After 
looking at al] that was to be seen, and doing one or two vic- 
tims, the funds got to be low, and Perer thought he might 
as well return. An inspection of his pocket-book proved the 
fact that after the payment of his tavern bill and his passage 
money, the surplus revenue would be nearly no where. At 
the same time an inspection of his boots proved that it was 
utterly impossible to wear them any longer, with decency, 
in consequence of the state of the upper leather having dis- 
solved its union with the sole. Boots must be had, it booted 
not how; and after a long pursuit, a stray idea in his brain 
was caught and caged. 

The report of Perer’s secretary of the Treasury was as 
follows :— 


Cash in the Treasury :— 


Notes in pocket-book, - - - $15 00 
Specie in Vest pocket, - - - 56 
Total assets, - - - $15 56 
Tavern bill, - - - - 8 00 
Passage to New York, - - - 4 00 
Estimated liquor bill on the road, - 1 56 
Total liabilities, - - $13 56 
Surplus, - - - 2 00 


$15 56 


Perer adjusted his neckcloth, put on his hat, and left the 
hotel, bending his steps to the nearest boot-maker, in Sixth 
Street. Crispin the First was at his counter, and seeing the 
pious and clerical-looking customer enter, bowed himself 
reverentially. 

“T want a pair of boots!” said Perer. 

“T have virst rate bair,” replied Crispin. “I zyall vit you 
sooner as drekly.” 

“ My Christian friend,” said Perer, “do not misunderstand 
me. BootsI desire and boots I will obtain, but I never pur- 
chase them ready made. J wish them manufactured after a 
peculiar fashion. Pray, measure my foot.” 

And the foot was measured. 

“Now,” continued Perer, “I wish you to be particular. 
The heels are to be one inch and a quarter in height. ‘The 
toes are to be two inches in breadth. There is to be a stripe 
of red extending from the top downward, four inches.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“And as I have to dine with the Reverend Bishop Onper- 








DONK to-morrow at five o'clock, I wish them brought to me, 
with a bill and receipt, at 2 p. M. precisely of the same day.” 

“Oh, mein Gott! it goodn’t be done.” 

“It must. I will pay you your own price for night-work. 
Put your hands on them all night; and add five dollars to 
the cost.” 

After some hesitation, the boot-maker agreed to the condi- 
tions; and Perer, leaving the shop, walked into the next 
street. Here he found a Frenchman with whom he com- 
menced the same conversation; but appointed the time, at 
haif an hour past two, on the following day. 

The next day came, and at two oclock precisely, Mein 
Herr made his appearance, accompanied by a pair of boots, 
according to order. He was shown into No. 42, where sat 
Perer reading the Bible very attentively. The shoemaker 
bowed—Perer took out his pocket-book, and was about to 
pay for the boots, when he stopped suddenly, and said, with a 
business like air—* suppose I try ’em on.” 

Down went the shoemaker on his marrow-bones, and as- 
sisted PeTer to get on the boots. 

The right boot went on smoothly. 

‘* Ah!” said Perer, with a benevolent and satisfied smile. 

The left boot was tried; but here came a difficulty. The 
toe got to the heel, and stayed there. With all the tugging and 
pulling, the foot would not budge an inch farther. Mein Herr 
CRIsPIN tried soapstone ; but the emollient powder failed to 
conquer the obstinacy of the leather. At last Perer gave it up 
in despair, with an exclamation, which the bootmaker, if it 
were not for the white neckcloth and sanctified look of the gen- 
tleman who was engaged to dine with Bishop Onperponk, 
would have mistaken for an oath. As it was, the words must 
have been—* Dear me !” 

What was to be done? Perer had to dine at five o'clock, 
and he could not dine in such a pair of boots as he possessed. 
But Crispin, having an eye to the extra V, declared upon his 
cordwainerian honor, that two hours stretching would bring 
the refractory boot to a sense of its duty, and that at half past 
four the boot would be as easy, complying and comfortable, 
as its more agreeable companion. ‘lo this proposal PETER 
consented—what else could be done !—and away went Mein 
Herr, with one boot, Jeaving the other as a sort of pledge for 
his reappearance. In order to take care of this left boot, Pr- 
TER very quietly put it into his trunk. 

Scarcely had Perer sat him down again to a perusal of 
Holy writ, before Monsieur Crispin, the second bootmaker, 
made his appearance. Here the very same m's‘ortune oc- 
curred—or not exactly the same—for, singular to relate—on 
this melancholy occasion, the left boot fitted very well—it 
was the right boot which would not be wheedled into pro- 
priety. Monsieur followed the example of Mein FHlerr, and 
pledged the honor of a countryman of Napoleon, that the of- 
fending boot should be “very loss an agréable—ze mose 
beautifulls boots as nevaire vaz behold—nevaire !” 

At half past four o'clock precisely, the first and second 
bootmaker entered the hotel; and were informed at the bar, 
that the Rev. Perer Twiopve had left at three o'clock pre- 
cisely for New York. If they had tossed up which should 
have had the entire pair, it would have been an economical 
arrangement, under the circumstances; and we dare say 
they did. 


The Fable Explained. 

Some of our brethren of the press, in noticing the letter of 
General T'aytor, and his allusion to the Fable of the Wolf 
and the Lamb, think the application good, but doubt whether 
Old Rough and Ready is like a lamb. One of our Bowery 
friends, however, explains it in this wise—* Vy, don’t yer see, 
Taytor’s a lamb !—Cos, he lambed it inter the bloody Mex- 
ickins, by de hokey !” 
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FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE. 
Milan, Jan., 1848. 

My dear Joun-ponkey :—Havin writ you last from Paris, 
you'll be considerable startled tew hear from me in this dreck- 
shun. But I’ve been movin a leetle sence | writ before. 

Yes—I’m in Milan. By punkins! sich fun. The people 
is revolutionisin, sheootin, killin—goin on like cod-ketchin. 
It seems that Merrernicu—the intarnal old red-coat—is de- 
tarmined to make the Milan-men smoke his cigars—all fired 
bad uns, tew—wuss nor oak-leaves. But they says no—says 
they—smokin him, rayther, | guess. _Waell—what does the 
old fox dew, but send eout a hull squad of bar skinned headed 
sodgers, with cigars in their jaws. ‘The people you know 
have a kind o’ hankerin ater the weed, and it made ’em kind 
of obstroperous like to see these yer dratted fellers sucking 
away like a hoss with the heaves—so they bezan to brile up 
a leetle. And what dew you think doos the sodgers dew? 
Durn my skin and buttons all tew goose flesh, if they didn't 
charge bagginet right among the hull crowd. Je—hosha- 
phat! what a sight. Sich Kye-talyin cussin and swarin—I 
reckin deown to hum, our selectmen would have fined ’em 
pretty considerable. My pious feelins was shocked a few— 
but when I seed the blood come—Gosh! when I seed a man 
run threoo and threoo—the Ebenezer of ZerHantan JONES 
got riz right up. Darned if I didn't give a regular Yankee 
yell—and pitched intew a big whiskered Hessian who was 
chasin a woman. I guess he got the raell Martha Vinyard 
lick offer me. The crowd shouted * Veever Amairykannir!” 
but as | dont keer about bein popler I sloped. 

Jestas | writ that | hearn a musket go off right under my 
winder. One of the old punkin slingers— 

By Hokey ! but they’re at it agin! right under me! Go 
it, old Bunker Hill! hit ’em agin! The sodgers aint no 
where. Whew! what the thunderation ’s that? If it aint 
a pianner a tumblin eout of a third story winder right inter a 
ull squad of Austrians, | hope [ may be shot. 

Il aint inclined to trade any neow; but [ rayther reckon 
that a gross or so of Cotr’s six-barrelled would realize some- 
thin hansum—go off mighty quick. Dont send ’em—you 
know I’m strong on peace, and read Burrit’s * Christian 
Citizen.” I jest mentioned it en passang. 

[send you the new Austrian coat of arms, for the benefit 
of people curious in sich matters. It’s been adopted sence 
this row fust began. 

Gew—golly ! what on airth’s that? A bullet threoo the 
winder—I wont pay for it—but taint no use to be madea 
target of—Excuse haste. 

Yourn etarnally, 
ZEPHANIAH JONES. 


Great Temperance Movement in the Moone 


We have received some very important and interesting in- 
telligence from the Moon, which we have hesitated to lay 
before our readers. But the present tremendous crisis in the 
price of putty has decided us to break through the cruel 
restraints of cold and careful policy, and rush to the rescue 
of the human race, regardless of the sneers of pretended 
friends. or the reckless assaults of open foes. 

Our reiders, who are familiar with the gigantic scientific 
discoveries of Professor Swepensorea, are doubtless aware 
that, previous to the annexation of the Moon to this republic, 
the inhibitants of that remote province were entirely desti- 
tute of water —there being not a drop of that exciting and 
damning liquid poison in the whole territory. Since the an- 
nexation, however, the inhabitants of the new state have 
shown the usual tendency of barbarians to imitate the vices 
of civilization, and have rapidly acquired a taste for the 
expensive soul and body destroying vice of cold water. 


| 
| 








From * moderate drinkers,” the Lunatics have become a na- 
tion of confirmed cold-water sots; and the Man in the Moon 


who has heretofore been regarded as rather a quiet sort of | 


person, with no very marked features, has suddenly come out 
strong, as the Father Marruew of Moonland, and has effect. 
ed an incredible amount of good by his peregrinating lectures 
on the evils of cold water. 

~ : . 

From one of the lectures of this great and good man on 
the devastating influence of cold water, and its effects upon 
the system, we have been permitted to copy the following 

5 


startling view of the monsters that lurk in a single drop of ‘ 


the hellish liquid, as shown through a double-back-action 
refractory lunar microscope. It is enough to appal the heart 
of the most hardened drinker of cold water :— 


To show the effects of tea-drinking, and to arrest the spread 


of gossip and slander, which, as in the case of Miss SARGENT 


and Mrs. hiiza Wruiant, of Boston, spring directly from hot 
water, we give a view of the same drop of water, after it had 


| been subinitted to the action of the tea-kettle :— 
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But these are only a few of the evils of cold water. Were 
we to attempt a complete list of them, the trade-sale cata- 
logue of “ valuable standard works” would be nothing to it. 
One, however, is so wide-spread, and has produced such 
frightful scenes of death and desolation, that we must allude 
to it especially. It seems that the rowdies and fire-runners 
of the Moon, who used in the good old days of the. republic, 
to put out quietly with lamp-oil, such craters as accidentally 
caught fire from the Man in the Moon's cigar, have got into 
the habit of using water for this purpose —and the conse- 
quences, as will readily be imagined, have been truly dread- 
tul. No sooner is a fire extinguished, than the different com- 

anies, — which all bear appropriate names, such as Good- 
Will, Unity, Peace and Fraternity, &c., &c.—fall to fighting 
in the most furious manner, beating each other’s brains out 
with an instrument one degree longer than a span, as it is 
called a spanner—tearing the engines to pieces, and tickling 
one another’s catastrophes with the fragments. Nometimes 
pistols and guns are used, which discharge their contents 
among the crowds of spectators who always assemble on these 
occasions, doing immense execution among the women and 
children. Various efforts have ostensibly been made by the 
Moonicipal authorities to suppress these riots, but they were 
all a flam, as the city constables are not very marshal men, 
and are supposed to be in conspiracy with the crater people, 
to promote fights and conflagrations. At all events, the riots 
continue to grow worse and worse; and if the supply of 
water should be sufficiently increased, there is no doubt it 
would ultimately produce the final conflagration and day of 
judgment. 

Another distressing consequence of the introduction of cold 
water, is a new species of popular amusements which it has 
furnished to the lower and colored classes — consisting of 
squirting water through leathern pipes upon the fronts of the 
neighboring houses, and even upon the passengers. The 
mischievous squirters always seem to take huge delight when 
they can bring their engines to bear upon a lady in a light 
silk dress, and with thin slippers. The appearance of one 
of these unfortunate victims is hailed with a general ‘yah, 
yah,” which runs from doorstep to doorstep, and is loudly par- 
ticipated m by both negroes and scrubbing-maids. The poor 
creature trips unconsciously along, thinking how many of the 
fellows are admiring her pretty ankles, as she carefully holds 
up her dress out of the wet, when — swpzchsshsh—zks! a 
torrent of ice-cold water, squirted from half a score of the 
heavy wet artillery, meets her smack ip the face, and away 
go her breath, her beautiful new bonnet, and the starch out 
of her underskirt, all at a dash. The worst of this matter is, 
that the respectable Lunatics, who of course are all crazy, 
think that all this mischievous fun is a mere necessary cere- 
mony of washing the sidewalks. There have been several 
feeble attempts made by the reporters to have these sports 
suppressed, or regulated by Jaw; but so much cold water was 
immediately thrown upon them, that they retired from the 
area in despair. {Here the wires got out of order. ] 





NICE AND DELICATE. 


We find the following sweet-smelling little bit of gossip 
floating about among the newspapers. 

MANsLAuGHTER.—On Wednesday last a eglored man insulted a 
Indy of color who was acting as cook or kitchen maid for A. L. Aiken, 


Esq., of Salem, when she hit him on the head with a fire puncher, 
and killed him instantly.—Bridgeton Chronicle, 


“A colored man insulted a lady of color who was acting 
as cook or kitchen maid for A. L. Arken, Esq.” Oh crackee ! 
Take my hat! carry me out! bury me decently! and give 
all my old boots to the poor! “Acting as cook or kitchen 
maid for A. L. Arxen, Esq. !’”’ Noble condescension ! Happy 
A. L. Aiken, Esq.! What is the price of wool ! 


at 








Unjustifiable Attack upon our Privileges, 


BY THE EDITOR OF THE NEW YORK HERALD, AND OUR DIREFUL 
THREATS IN CONSEQUENCE. 


The New York Herald, after treating very ably on the 
circulation, has determined to warm our circulation by treat- 
ing us badly. In pursuance of this diabolical determination, 
it presents a list of subscribers to the new opera—or to the 
benefit of the new opera—as follows :— 

WE the undersigned Susscrisers to the Italian Opera, do hereby 
engage to take our seats fur two gala nigbis to be given in aid of the 


Opera, at three dollars a ticket, the first to take place on Saturday 
next, the 26th inst—New York, February 18, 1848 :— 


Namesand Titles. Names and Titles. 


Hon. Joun Donkey, . . . . $10 Hon. Simon SavusaGe- 

Hon. Gites JacKass,. . . . 10 PiLEmS; . . . . OO 

Hon, ‘TimotHy Kepnosg, . . 5 Hon. Cuarces Sucar- 

Hon. PETER Pork, bed eed ee Ne 10 

Hon. BarnaBy BREECHES-MAKER, 6 Hon. Perer SKINFLINT, 10 
&c., &c., &c. &c., &c, &c. 


While we most decidedly deny ever having subscribed to 
the opera, the accusation that we have done so is not our 
particular grievance. That slander contradicts itself. That 
we, with our one subscriber and our tin sixpence, should be 
able to subscribe ten dollars to anything, will not be credited. 
That Mr. Bennett should have subscribed his $150, for a few 
seats, is altogether a different matter. He is able to do it, 
since he can ride in his carriage, much to the horror of those 
republicans who think that editors should only mount 
SHANK’s mare, or be trundled in a wheelbarrow ; leaving to 
retired butchers the benefit of being conveyed on four weals. 

As we said before—this is not our grievance. No. That 
of which we complain is the fact that we are called * Honor- 
able”’—having the three letters “‘ H-o-n.” prefixed to our 
name. That many of our family have such a title we admit. 
There are over two hundred of such in Washington, at the 
present time. Strangers, not knowing us, might take us for 
a member of Congress—nay, even confound us with one of 
our Washington Cousins, who has substituted the name of 
Borrs, for the family designation, or with another, who in 
the same unlicensed manner has taken the name of Pen- 
DLETON. 

This is not the first time that we have been insulted by 
the Herald. Some time since, it transferred to us, Messrs, 
Gatiatin and Poinserr—knowing all the while that be- 
tween such funny old gentlemen and our stupid self, there 
was no tie in common. We warn the Herald that we intend 
to stand by the Constitution. Our mission is the dissemina- 
tion of dulness—and in spite of the fun put forth continually 
by those brilliant papers, the Mercury and Dispatch, we will 
persevere in stupidity. Let the Herald look out. The little 
boy who was worsted in fight, said to his conqueror—* If I 
can’t lick you, I’ll make mouths at your sister.” If we fail to 
get the better of the editor of the Herald, we intend to ca- 
lumniate and ridicule his wife. 


Couldn’t come it. 

We tried very hard to get a little black mail out of our old 
chum Harry Cray, for giving him a “ first-rate notice,” on 
his recent visit to Philadelphia. It was no go, however, the 
old fellow being nearly as hard up as we are ourselves, He 
took our tin fip caressingly in his hand, remarking that he 
had predicted these evils from a specie currency, in his 
famous Raleigh letter. But he could do nothing for us, he 
said, as he had some heavy draughts to meet on the 7th of 
June, which would require all his loose change. Having 
been thwarted in our purpose of getting anything out of him, | 
we are bound to say that we think Mr. Ciay’s chances for 
the Presidency very poor. 
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THE JOHN-DONKEY. 








The Bangor Gazette. 


There is a little place, somewhere down east, called Ban- 
gor. In this little place there is a little paper, called “ The 
Bangor Gazette.” This little paper, published in this little 
place, is edited by a little fellow—we are not sure whether 
he is of the masculine, feminine or neuter gender—by the 
name of AsA WaLKEeER. 
those amiable creatures, born to lick the shoes of WiLLiam 
Luoyp Garrison, is quite angry at us, and in a late num- 
ber of his litle paper talks quite tartly. He complains that 
we have some other gods before Assy Kettey, and calls 
us therefor, a godless infidel. Hear the little fellow :— 

“It tries its shaft at everything and hits nothing, at every prominent 
man, but has not keenness enough to catch any characteristic of any 
one, unless it stands out sv boldly as to excite our pity for him who 
bears it as a candidate for an Infirmary. The writers of Punch can 
distinguish the true line that divides the world between Democritus 
and Heraclitus. ‘The provinces of the latter they never enter, Donkey 
spends his whole time in an arid desert between the two, on which 
nothing grows but a creeping plant bitter as Wormwood and acrid as 
the wild Iris, Under its scant boliage a serpent vainly tries to keep 
himself hid—a serpent venomous as the asp, but from want of a string 
harmless as a sloe,”’ 


What the little fellow means by the last figure it is diffi- 
cult to discover. [low a serpent which is venomous can be 
harmless for want of a string ; and what a “sloe” may be, are 
questions for the Bangor debating societies. However, as 
Asa is a cipher, we could not expect him to be great on 
figures. 

But Asa does not.let us off yet—not he. He goes on to 
tell his readers that he did not discover one stroke of wit, in 
two whole numbers of the Joun-poNKey—which shows his 
proper appreciation of us. We are not witty—only stupid. 
We are the Society for the Diffusion of Dulness; and leave 
wit and humor to the Sunday Mercury and one of its prin- 
cipal editors, Connetius MaTTHEWs. 

At last the secret comes out. The feline quadruped is suf- 
fered to escape from the linen receptacle—or in common 
language, the cat is let out of the bag. Our offence is too 
grievous to be borne. We have blasphemed the Puritans; 
and he goes on to say— 

“* Punch’ would never hunt subjects for ridicule out of the landing 
of the pilgrims at Plymouth, nor would its pencil profanely caricature 
the pilgrims kneeling on that wintry sand. 

“To amuse one's self among the skeletons in a dissecting room is 
fun compared with this. 

“ We are not John Donkey enough to enjoy such gribs.’ 

Think of that—* profanely caricature!” Why did not 
little Asa goa little bit farther, and use the word “ blasphe- 
mously.” So, to caricature the Pilgrims is profanity, is it? 

But, we admit our guilt, and announce our sincere peni- 
tence! Peccavimus! Motionless on our marrow-bones, we 
make our sincere recantation. We admit that the hanging 
of Quakers, the burning of witches, the whipping of beer- 
barrels for working on Sundays, and the setting a husband in 
the stocks for kissing his wite—were all necessary and pro- 
- as well as pious. We believe that the bigotry of the 
*uritans was pure godliness; and that their persecution of 
all heretical rascals, such as Quakers, Baptists and Inde- 
pendents, was a sweet savor of holiness in the eyes of the 
Lord. Furthermore, we believe that Bersy Wricur and 
Eprig Sarcent are the nicest creatures that ever wore pet- 
ticoats; and that Asa Watker would not pick any body's 
pocket, if he had a chance. Finally we believe in Freverick 
Dovatass, and have no gods before him. Amen. Hallelujah! 


Selah ! 


’ 


SIMILIA SIMILIBUS CURANTUR. 


The height of Homeopathic Benevolence is to offer a 
beggar in rags Plainfield Notes. 


—— II 








This little fellow, who is one of 
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PROSPECTUS 
OF THE 


PICTORIAL JOHN-DONKEY, 


The proprietors of the John-donkey intend to present their 
regular subscriber with a new pictorial sheet, upon the great 
anniversary of Donkeydom, 


THE FIRST OF APRIL, 

This pictorial sheet shall be still more stupid and silly, if 
possible, than the usual weekly sheet, and will contain a col- 
lection of the most miserable wood cuts, engraved with a 
hatchet and meat-axe, by 

JOHN SMITH, Senior, 
after abominably bad designs, by 
JOHN SMITH, Junior. 
The chief ornament and 
GREAT FEATURE 
of the publication will be the presentation of a splendid 
PORTRAIT OF THE EDITORS, 

This magnificent engraving, got up originally at the cost 

of 
ONE DOLLAR AND FIFTY CENTS! 


after having been used to represent 


The Three Swiss Brothers, 
The Babes in the Wood and their Unele, 
LAFITTE AND HIS LIEUTENANTS, 
AND 
A Trio in the Grand Opera, 

is now brought forward as a splendid effort of American art, 
to weep the world in general, and the community in par- 
ticular. 

To enumerate one half of the wonderful articles and engra- 
vings which are not to be in this sheet, would tire the pa- 
tience of the public—consequently we intend to say no more 
about it. All persons who wish to be safely inoculated with 
stupidity, and have a good time, have only to send us word, 
and buy a sufficient number of copies; one, under ordinary 
circumstances, will be found a dose. 





Single copies—Six cents. Eleven copies—Fifty cents. 
Twenty-three copies—One Dollar. 
Fifty copies—T wo Dollars. 


. . 4 
Newsmen, clubs, and others, will address their orders, as 


early as possible, to. 
GEORGE DEXTER, 

No. 32 Ann Street, City of New York. 

Or, to G. B. ZIEBER & Co., | 
No. 3 Ledger Buildings, City of Philadelphia. 

THE JOHN-DONKEY; 
A JOURNAL FOR THE PRESENT TIME 
AND FOR PASTIME. 








This well-known paper, published weekly, at six cents per 
copy, or Three Dollars per year—filled with origina! matter 
and original illustrations, is offered to CLUBS on the follow- 


ing terms :— 
(R-Casn.} 


Four copies, for - - > $10. 
Seven do. “ - - - : 15. 
Ten do. 6 - ° © « 20). 
Twenty-two , : - - : 40. 
Thirty do. % - - - 50. 


Subscribers will please to state whether they do or do not 
desire back numbers. Address Georce Dexter, No. 32 Ann 
Street, New York; or G. B. Zreper & Co., No. 3 Ledger 
Buildings, Philadelphia. 
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